FORBIDDEN JOURNEY
The deep blue sky was not unlike the ocean when the
compact squalls of the trade-winds are blowing. At regular
and uniformly equal intervals, swelling white clouds were
putting out, as it were, more sail, in a race to the ends of the
horizon. About midday at last the black summit of a
pyramidal mountain appeared in front of us, like a little
island. We took it to be the Karachuka where our spring was.
But three hours later we were at the foothills of the "moun-
tain" and realized that it was not what we thought but the
towering Karyaghde mountain chain. Boro had made the
journey only twice before and could recognize nothing here.
To get a more comprehensive idea of the lie of the land we
climbed up a stiff little valley to a col. Greys could only be
persuaded to go on by lashes of the whip and we ourselves
were dead beat. The air was pretty rarefied at sixteen
thousand feet. We had scarcely reached the top when snow
and mist came about us. We sent Akpan on a scouting
expedition, but he came back defeated. He had never been
here before and there was no doubt that the mountain on our
right could not be negotiated. Boro was an object for
compassion. "Shto takti?* ("What can it be?"), he kept
repeating, and tried vainly to imagine how it had happened.
We came down again. Boro wished to go back further
west. Akpan went south to reconnoitre. Peter and I un-
loaded the camels and set up the tent on the bare ground.
We resigned ourselves to an encampment without grass or
water, for we had been twelve hours on the march and the ill-
nourished animals did not want to go on.
Furnished with the luggage and its own felt carpet, our
little tent did not fail to produce the sense of comfort we
valued so much. But that evening Boro was too restless to
enjoy it He suffered from thirst to the point of not being able
to swallow his biscuit. The man had a heart of gold. He had
gone to a great deal of trouble for us and we loved him well.
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